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stantly in the house.    At half-past four in the afternoon he   CHAP*
came down cheerfully to say that all was well.
At five   o'clock  his wife suddenly fainted and died in
moment. The child followed its mother a few hours later, and
was laid in the same coffin.
This time he was crushed to the earth. After the seven years
he could not begin to imagine life without her, nor knew how
to face its desolation.
Early in our married life my public work began to grow upon me and
from the first and throughout Florence identified herself with and took
the most lively and intelligent interest in all its phases. . . * During the
few years which have followed I have had in my wife a friend and coun-
sellor, intensely interested in the obj ects for which I have striven, heartily
rejoicing in my success and full of loving sympathy in occasional failure
and disappointment. And looking back I see how the path has been
smoothed for me by her unselfish affection and how much strength I
have gained from the just confidence I have reposed in the judgment
and devotion she has displayed in the part reserved for her. It is easy
to give time and thought and labour to public work while the mind is
relieved from any anxiety about home duties and all the responsibilities
of life are shared by a real helpmate and companion. . . . And the result
of this complete similarity and identity of interests has naturally been to
knit us both together so that I can now say that there is no thought or
action of my later years which my wife has not shared with me, and no
place or ambition or desire formed for the future which has not been
shadowed by her death.1
He went away for a few weeks to the Riviera, but it was of
no avail. There, "what a goblin seemed the .sun". His soul was
broken by this second blow. He went through anguish with-
out mitigation; for too well we know by now that his inmost
nature was always far other than his schooled demeanour.
Letters of sympathy showered upon him. They meant nothing.
John Bright wrote to him:
I cannot bear to think of what has happened, and yet it presses every
moment upon my thoughts. I have often during the last fortnight looked
1 He wrote these words soon after    one day  by   her children__Neville
her death and laid them by to be read   Ida, Hilda and Ethel.                     '